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ejust now,5 Sebastian said. cHad it occurred to me sooner,
I should have come sooner.'
'Then why didn't you get Channel's? You knew I was
alone. You might have frightened me.'
'I never thought of Channel,' Sebastian said. 'And he bores
me. We are no longer speaking. You never bore me.3 He was
taking a .303 down from the wall.
'The cartridges are in the cupboard,' Olga said. She
pointed towards it.
He took the bolt out of the rifle and held it up to the light.
The rifling was in good condition. He returned the bolt, went
to the cupboard and filled his pocket with the clips he found
piled there. Channel, indeed! He was going to steal Chan-
nePs car; that was the reason why he had not disturbed him.
Besides, he bored him. Those interminable books of his. You
could express nothing in writing.., only in pictures.
Olga still had her make-up on and her eyes did not look
sleepy. He doubted if she really had been going to sleep. Why
had she not been going to sleep? The question crossed his
mind. How good the rifle felt in his hands! It was like being
in Spain again. Spain... Fascists... his dead comrades...
How lovely Olga's hair was as the light struck it, brightening
it with light and darkening it with strong, contrasting shad-
ows. He looked at her breasts, he could see them through the
lace of her thin nightdress... she was not careful with her
dressing gown. He held the rifle in the crook of his arm. It
felt good there. It gave one confidence.
'Thank you, Olga,' he said.
'What are you going to shoot?' She seemed to want to talk.
But he did not want to, he wanted to get away. 'Won't you
have a drink?' she said. 'I have some champagne on ice.3
Since he was here, he might as well talk. Why had she
champagne on ice? A bourgeois drink. He was tempted.
'And a sandwich,' Olga said. Her dressing gown was fully
open, though only for a second. She held it to her with one
hand.